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WIL VIINGTON JOURNAL:
PUBLISHED EVERY FRIDAY MORNING, BY
PRICE & FUAWON, Pasoruierons.

TE RMS
Tswo Dollars and fifty cents it paid in advance,
$3 00 at the end of three months.
% No paper discontinued until all arrearages are
paid, except at the option of the publishers. Np
subscription received for less than twelve months.
T CLUBS OF

Five new subscribers, to sne adtfress, $11 00
Ten, do. do. do. 20 00
Twenty, de. do. - do, 38 00

“ No attention paid lo any order unless the money
Becompanies if. .
We will pay the postaze on letters containing
Five Dollars and upwards, and money may be re-
snitted throuzh the mail at our risk. The Post-
master's certificate of such remitbance shall be a
su fficient receipt therefor.
ADVERTISEMENTS

{nserted at one dollar per square of 16 lines or
less, for the ficst, and twenty-five cents for each
succeeding imsertion. 25 per cen® will be deduc-
rad from an advertising bill when it amounts to
thirty dollars in any ore year. Y ranvr standing
advertisements will be inserted at $10 per square.

All legal advertisements charged 25 per cent
hizher.

7 If the number of insertions are not marked
on the advertisement, they will b continued until
ordered put, and charged for accordingly,
'___‘f‘lul‘lt-.'rs to the proprietors on husiness con-
nected with this estahlishment, must be past paid,

- aad directed to the finm,

OFFICE on the south-east corner of Front and
Princess streets, opposite the Bank of the State.

PuENTENG
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION,
Neatly executed and with despalch, on
~ liberal terms for cash, at the
JOURNAL OFFICE.
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DAVID MYLLOLT,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
WILMINGTON, N. C.

MANTUA-TMVMIARING.
sy pR3. PRICE would inform the ladies of Wil-}
‘Qﬁ winaton and its vicmity, that she will ex-|
ecute work in the above line, on reasonable teuns.
Residence over the JOURNAL OFFICE,

November 7, 1845 .

- COMMISSION MERCHANTS,

WILMINGTON, N. C,

"GILLESPE & ROBESON

Continue the AGENCY business, and will make !

liheral advances on consignments of
Lumber, YNaval Stores. &e¢. &c.
Wilmington, August 1st, 1815,
The Observer and the North-Carolinian, Fu_\'-I
ettaville, will copy six monthsand forward accounts I
to this oflice.

John §. Richurds, 1}
COMMISSION MERCHANT, |

AND
GENERAL AGENT.
' Wilmingtan, N. C.
Respectfally refers to
Messrs. ). & B, Anderson, 7

R. W. Brown, Esq. $ Wilmington, N. C.

Messrs. Woolsery & Wonlseyy ?
“  Richards, Bassett & Aborn, - New York.
A. Richwds, Esq.
June 2 41-tf

7, 1845,

WD WD HBALY,
P holesale and Relnil Denler in
GROCEIIES and PROVISIONS.
Hall & Armstrong's Wharf,

”'Tf’minghm. N. C

3J-1y

CORNELIUS MYERSY,
Manufacturer & ealer in
HAT AND CAPS,

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL,
MARKET STREET—Wilmington, N. C.

e —

GEORGE W.DAVIS,

Commission and Forwarding
MERCHANT,

LONDON'S WHARF,

June 13, 1845,

WiLsinerton, N. C.

ROBUL. @, WANTZLUXT,
Aunctioneer & Commission Merchant,
WILMINGTON, N. q.

Liberal advances made on shipments #2 his friends
in New York.
september 21, 1844,

J ORIIT ELAWLE,
CTommission Mevrchant,

Qae dovr So. of Brown & DeRossett's, Waler-st
WILMINGTON, N. C.

WILDZAN COORE,
GENERAL AGENT

AND

1-tf.

COMMNISSION MERCHANT. horsein arace. Feeling that it would be idle!

In the Store next North of the new Custom .| to put his defence upon the rational ground of |

House.
Wirswneron, N. C.

INSURANCE AGAINST FIRE, |

N the ““ ETNAIWSURANCE COVMPA-

NY,” of Hartford,Qonn., and the *“HOW-
AR) INSURANCE CaMPANY.” of New
York, long established anhapproved Compa
nies. BROWN & DE&S ET, _:?:l;'{j.

July 11, 1845. \ 43-if

LANK CHECKS A

Nicl(’. fer
sde al the JOURNAL Ng[CE.

BI.A\K W ARRANTS—for sale at Ji’\:“
JOURNAL OFFIC
\ . RYOL N

Rtm and Whiskey.

BsyN. E. Rum,
50 20 dd N. 0. Whiskey.
Daily edected and for sale by

j2 BARRY & BRYANT.

— | man, but very eccentrie.

The following lines, selected by a lady who is
a regular reades of the Journal, have been handed.
to us with a request that we publish them in our
paper :— .

Well, I will try and love her then,
Buat donot ask me yet ;

You know mv own dear dead Mrmma,
I niever must forget ;

-

Don’t you remember, dear Papa,
The night before she died

Yougarried me into her room ?
How bitterly I cried !

Her thin white fingers on my head
‘Sa earnestly she laid,

And her sunk eyes gleamed fearfully,
I felt alniost afraid ;

You lifted me upon the bed,
T'o niss her pale cold cheek;

And something rattled in her throat,
I scarce could hear her speak ;—

But she did whisper—“When I’'m gone
~ Forgver froin your sight,
And others have forgotten me,

Don’t you forget mz quite!”s

It sometimes wakes me, and I think,
I'll run into her room,

And then I weep to recollect,

' She's sleeping in the tomb.

U miss her in our garden walks ;
At inorn and ev'ning prayer ;

At church—at play—at home—abroad,
I miss her ev'rywhere :—

But most of all. I miss her when
The pleasant daylight’s fled,

And strangers draw the curtains round
My lonely little bed !

For no nne comes to kiss me now,
Nor bid poor Anne—* Good night ;"
Nor hear me say mv pretty hymn ;

[ shall forget it quite.

They tell me this Mamma is rich
And heautiful, and fine ;

But will she love you, dear Papa,
More tenderly than mine?

And will she when the fever comes
With its bewild’ring pain,
Watch night oy night your restless couch

Till you are well again ?

When first she sung your fav'rite song,

¢ Come to the Sunset Tree,”
Which my poor mother used to sing,
With me upon her kuee.

I saw her turn her head away ;
I saw. your eyes were wek;
Midst all our glittering company,
You do not quite forget !

But must you never wear again,
The ring poor mother gave ?

Will it be long before the grass,
[s green upon her grave ?

He turn’d him from that gentle child,
His eyes with tears were dim,

At thought of the undying love,
Her mother bore to him!

He met his gay, his beauteous bride,
With spirits low and weak,

And miss’d the kind consoling words
The dead was wont to speak.

Long years rolled on—but hope’s gay flowers
Blossom’d for him in vain;

The freshness of life’s morning hours,
Never returned again !

Death of a Sporting Clergyman.—The Rev.

&  WILMINGTON, N

. C., FRIDAY, MARCH 20, 18

: From the Awerican Protector,
STEALING MELONs.

I always took great pleasure in having
a neat gardens I felt larger than common
if T succeeded in raising cuecumbers and
other vegetables earlier than my neigh-
bors ; as if nature favored me especially,
[ had the eurliest and best kind of fruits.

But I was greatly perplexed with thieving
lbnys. Almest every nightin the season
ioffruit, my garden was visited, trees dam-
aged, and rich flowers trampled-down. 1
tried various ways to protect my grounds
—had watch dogs, but they were either
shot or poisoned—set traps, but they nev-
er caught anything, except now and then
one of my own cats. As John Hobbs
savs,

“T'raps everyone knows,are no safeguard to apples.

Big dogs seldom bite nne, and guns never shoot.
The chivalrous schoolboy each obstacle grapp es;

And pever desists till he pockets the fruit.”

Finally I built a wall of solid mason
work about my garden ; but that did not
answer. It was only by accident that I
found out the way to save one's fivit; and
|noticing in the papers Jivers cautions to
young rogues—I think it worth while 1o
publish somewhat of my experience.

I have come to the canclusion that boys
are as much influenced by malice as by
love of good eating in such thieving. 1If
they know a man to be closefisted, they
will wrench open his fingers in some way.
' When I was a Freshman at the Universi-
ty, people about the College complained
very much of their fruit being stolen by
the students, and only one man escaped—
and he was the only one who sentup a
cart load of excellent apples and distribu-
ted them among the college boys.

I might have known, if I had thought of
my own bovhood, that the way to manage
boys is to treat them kindly. ‘T'hey have
a nataral eode of honor which forbids thewn
to do him an injury who shows a regard
Hor them.  1tis wo compliment to a man
that boys love to vex him. It is a preuy
sign that he has not any soul to speak of.

*What do you say, Jo? shall we come
the grab over them melons to-night? Tt's
going to be dark as thunder. Old Swipes|
will be snoring like ten men before mid-
night.’

‘I should like the melons well enough,

*Oh, pshaw, Jo! I know a place where
i's easy getting over. I know the way
like a book. Come Jo! will you go it?

Now I dislike exiremely, to be an eaves-
dropper, and usually convey myself else-
where, rather than allow my ears to be a
highway for words not intended for me.
But the conversation o intimately concern-
ed my melons which I had taken some
pains to raise, that I kept quiet and listen-
ed to the whole pian of the young scape-
graces—so that I might make it somewhat
bothersome for them.

Ned proposed 1o get over the wall on|
the south side by the great pear tree, and
cut directly across 1o the summer house—
just north of which were the melons.

Jo was a clever thick-lipped fellow,loved
good fruit exceedingly, thatis to say, as
well as he did to lounge in an opening in
sunmer lime in asoft sunny place, and
smoke vigars, and obstinate as an ass.—
Geét him oace started to do a thing, and he
would stick to it, like a mud turtle to a ne-
gro’s toe. in spite of kicks or what not, till
he had accomplished it. The other was

Hardy M. Cryer, of Sumner county, Tenn.,
died on the 8th uit. He was buried with full
| Masonic honor.

about which he wrote much and well. In Eng-|
'land he would have been a keen sporting par- |
son, fond of fox-hunting and race horses—and |
perhaps none the worst Christian for that.|
| He enjoyed a reputation for benevolence and
uprightness, and possessed a vast variety of en-
rious information, professional and miscellane-
ous, A friend tells a characteristic aneedote

of the parson, which is worthy of mention.

The deceased was a- good | ihém
Heis well knownin|

| the W est for hi~ connection with blooded horses |

a fiery dare devil, who didn’t care so much
for the melons as for the fun of getting

I made all nzedful preparations for the
visit; put in brads pretty thick, in the
scantling along the wall where they inten-
ded going over ; uncovered a large water
vat thiat had been filled some time, from
whieh in dry weather I was accusiomed 1o
watér my garden; dugatrencha foot deep
or so,.and placed slender boards over it,

He owned a finerace horse in conjurction with
a celebrated and successful turfinan and train-
er, and when the fact was made knwon to his
parishoners, they made inquiry us to its truth,
and the charge wasbroughthome to him. At
a meeting of the elders, the reverend gentle-
man was called before them 10 exculpate him-
self from the heinoans offence of running a

| the morality and utility of racing—a defence
which he was very competent to make with
| ingennity and force—he made up his mind to
[ veconfess and avoid,” as the | \wyer says. Aec-
| cordingly he addressed them thus : #It's true,
!q__rr-“tlpuwn. 'l‘uu] \\'u!son and I do own ]ake
| Creath together—and he's not a bad horse
‘either—when he staris he wins. Old man
| Watson trains and runs himm at his own ex-
| pense—1 get half his winnings because I al-
low my half of the horse 1o run when Cel.
Tom’s half goes. If you will provide a
way for my half to remain in the stable during
the race, 1 am perfectly willing o retire from
the turf.””  Whetlier the elders were convineed
by this logie, or were mollified by his having
named the horse -after Rev. Jacob Creath,

s not dismissed from his charge.

“ﬂ‘g‘elebraled preacher, we know not, bat he

2 ical Sarcasm.— In some parish chutches it

\tustom to seperate the men from the wo-

was
men.

Girden Seeds.

- | 1alking,

cer for the R shiort when 8.3001g woman, ea

which were slightly covered with dirt, and
just beyond them some little cords fasten-
‘ed tighlly—somg eight inches [rom the
ground. I picked all the melons I cared
'to preserve, leaving pumpkins and squash-
‘es about the size and shape of melons in
‘their places.

They were right in .supposing that it
'would be dark ; but missed it a little in
‘supposing * Old Swipes,” as they called
me, would be abed, though. The old man
loves fun as .well as they; and a lule
sprinkling of gray hairs has not aitogether
sobered him. I have the houor of being
like Washington, in one respect—I will
laugh as heartily as any mortal wan, 1 be-
lieve I can roll in a perfect eestacy ; but
'as the old negro said of our country’s Fath-
‘er, *he did all his laughing inside,’ so do L.
.One would think Old Swipes in the last
éagonies, to see him in a fit of his silent
‘favghter. I expect I am somewhat unfor-
'tunate in being permitted to have enjoy-
ment of this sort without hanging out the
sign as others do, for I am an old bache-
lor, and am disposed 1o believe that if 1
had a litle more India rubberly phiz I
should have been married forty limes ere

PRBSH Ad foll assortmont, grews' of{: Youf R .”qr_hé'r\_ gex, arosh ::T*“:id—'. this ; I mean I should have.h'?d 80 many
A 129-“. _m ncexved‘bjw\' sk l‘m’nﬂ;:hb;?ﬁb&‘ it s ﬁo‘w?onwg b .srt opp'oﬂ.l!l;itiﬂ or more-=as ﬂ"_’- Ic
7182 M. 8 - |WRrBe ookt the' g “\8wipes, Esq., with 2 floorishitig besindss,

but we have to get over that pesky wall, |
: ]
and—

land started to run to get beyond this sus-

an clegant. émablishmens, and some ten
neyv, never had

thousand deliarggeac
a decided mhmg pﬁﬁ matrimoniai!

What else cenld betlre reason 1 capnot im-
agine, for traly™ gm notabad lodking spe-
cimen of homanpature. But—

‘Whist, Jae!” Don't you hear some-
thing ?* s

I think-very probably they did ; for the
words wereTiardly out of his mouth when

there was & sound as of forcibly teariug
fustian. 2

Get oﬁ'?:jéoq! tail,” whispered one—
“T'here goes one flap, as sure as ———. Why
get off, N%’_" And Ned was off ~and
one leg of His'breeteles 100, nearly, as I
supposed ; for he was ah-ing, and all the
time was telling Jo he believed there were
nails in the side of the walls, for something
had seratched him tremendously, and torn
his breeches all to pieces. Jo sympathi-
lsed with him, for he said half his coat was
hanging up there somewhere.

The boys were more in earnest than ev-
er, thinking® that I had driven nails there
on ‘purpose to injure people and to tear
their clothes. :

*T'he old close-fisted bloat begrudges a
litde fruit.’

‘They started on, hand in hand; for Ned
believed lie knew the way, They lad got-
ten byond the trees a liile, when some-
thing went swash ! swash! into the water
vat. *Gosh,’ was the first exelamation I
heard afier that, and coughing 2nd sneezing
as though some one had the horse distem-
per—and then—

By—by—thun—thunder? That water
smells rather old.

Ned was a litile disposed to cut dirt for
home, but the other’s ¢ puppy-to-a-root-a-
tiveness,” was too much excited to listen
to any such proposition.

They eoncluded to stop a little time and |
listen, for fear they had roused me by their
fioundering in the water—~and be drained
of their extra moisture somewhat. I tho"t
I siiould burst forth into a roar of laughter
as I listened to their whispered surprise—
at the sudden revelation of a cistern of wa-
ter there,

‘Never heard any thing about it before ;
how odd that we should both tumble into
itso?

“I'he old people must have fixed it on
purpose to drown people in.’

'I'hey concluded that they had not been
heard, and shortly pushed on again for the
melons. They presenily perceived there
was something unstable about the ground
they were eautiously passing over. They
whispered to each other what I could not
distinetly hear—something about traps,

picious footing. DBoth were caught by
the cords, and headlong they went inwo a
heap of briars and thistles and the like,
placed there for their especial accommoda-
lon.

‘Such a getting up stairs,” muttered one.

*Nettles and thistles—by Jemima Stotts
how they prick !’

They determined to go on more cau-
tiously.

*How thick they are, Jo! Come here.
There’s more than a dozen fat ones right
here !’

Down they sat in the midst of them. and
seemed to conclude that they had gotten
pay for their mishaps.

*Here, Jo, take this muskmellon.
it 2 lanker? Slash intoit !’

‘It cuts tremendous hard, Jim.
it’s a squash.’

«No it isn’t,” said the other. ‘It’s a new
kind, Old Swipes sent to Rhode Island for
the seed.’

*Well, the old chap got sucked in, that’s
all.”

*Here, let :ne gouge into this watermel-
on—there goes a half a dollar ! I've broke
my knife.”

“+If 1 did not know it was a watermelon,.
I shorld say it was a pumpkin.’

What further-they did, while I went to
the stable and unmuzzled the dog and led
ihim into the garden, I cannot say. ‘That
ithey took long steps, the onion beds and
flower pots revealed in the moring.

I thought that the boys, on the whole,
must conclude that they had paid dear for
their whistie, for they had not tasted of a

Isn"t

Jim,

! wet as drowned rats, and preity essential-
il_v frightened—so the next morning I sent
\invitations to all the young people in the
village 10 a feast of melons in the evening
—particularly to Ned and Jo—on the prin-
ciple of returning good for evil—thinking
that possibly it mightbe useful in the treat-
ment of boys as well as men. My rooms
were crowded betimes with bright-eyed
throngs ! though—Old Swipes looked so
‘confounded sour, 1 suppose.

" They would not have ¢ome, I presume,
liad it not been that my nephew, a great

mer with me ; ‘{or they obviously disliked
me, and ¥ don’t know why they shounld do
otherwise, for 1 had never noticed them,,

46.

|an eloquent lecture before the Mercantile

melon, got scratched, clothes torn, were as jage to New Rochelle, disinterred the moul-

favorite with them, was spending the sam-.

e ——— e —————————————

whirlwind of fun as they raised. It was
rich music—their silvery laughter.’ '

I was well paid for what expense dnd
trouble I had been atin raising the Targest,
best melons, by the rich sound of theirhi-
larious voices. Ii breught before me e
sunny days of my youth and its foved as-
sociations. Glorious days! I love to think
of them.

My melons were never disturbed again.

THE RECIPE.

Don't be harsh to boys. Treat them as
though they were going to be men, honest
and true, presently. Meet fun with fun,
and don"t forget them when your nicest
fruitisripe. Newspape: paragraphs, dogs,
traps and frowns, are not halfl so potent
for preserving apples and the like, 28 kind-
ness,

TOM PAINE, THE INFIREL.
Wm. B. Reed, Esq., recently delivered

Library Association of Philadelphia, upon
the ¢ Life and Times’ of Tom Paine, the
Infidel, of which the Inquirer gives the fol-
lowing interesting sketch :

‘Thomas Paine was a citizen of the
world, and of course alien to every part of
it.. Born in Great Britain, he was an ex-
ile and an outlaw. Naturalized in Amer-
ica, he renounced her moderate republican-
ism, for the exaggerations of French de-
mocracy. A citizen ol France, he became
ex-gfficio an inmate of the Conciergerie;
and was glad, not grateful, to escape with
a head upon his shoulders. Buried iv an
American village, the grave was violated,
and tiie bones ol the restless cosmopolite
were exhumed and carried abroad, in so-
lemn mockery of the relics of holy men of
old. Mr. Reed proceeded, without dero-
gating from the actual value of Paine's ser-
vices during the revolution, to define and
mark their worth, and to correct the no-
tion which in life he was so anxious to
cultivate, that he was by common consent’
regarded as a great benefactor tv America.
"Thomas Paine, the child of humble though
reputable parents, was born at Thetford,
in the county of Norfolk, England, in 1737.
His father was a member of the Society of
Friends, and his mother was an Episcopa-
lian. According to his own story, Paine
was an infidel in the nursery. Mr. Reed
alluded to this statement of the deceased,
as given in his * Age of Reason,’ and com-
mented upon it in a truly- beautiful strain.
The old man of sixty, he said (for such
he was when these sad words were writ-
ten) travelling back in memory tothe hours
of infancy, and persuading himself at the
age of seven years that he was a reasoning
infidel. ‘T'he boy standing upon the gar-
den sieps, with the flowers and singing
birds around him; with the sound of fa-
miliar praver in his ears, seriously reflect-
ing on thoughts of blasphemy. And fifty
vears allerwards, the childless, friendless
man who never knew the sofiening influ-
ence of domestic relations, amid scenes ol
blood and ecarnage, at which even his heart,
bold as it was, would sicken—for he wrote |
his Ape of Reason in the midst of the Reign
of Terror—boasifully recorded his perse-
vering obdurate scepticisin of all in God’s
written word, which could not be compas-
sed either by his ehildish or his matured |
intelligence, . ¥ p *

On the fall of Robespierre, when the
prisons were opened, Paine, with a few
other survivors, worn out with distress of
mind and disease of body, was setal liber-

1Y

of which, said Mr. Reed, are enough to
sicken the heart. Subsequently, in 1802,
Paine returned to the United States. He
at last touk refuge on his farm near New
Rochelle, where he lingéred in obscurity
until his death, in 1809, at the age of se-
venty-two. .
Alludiug to his death-bed scene, Mr.
Reed closed his leciure in the most impres-
sive manner; Paine dreaded being left
alone, or being'left in darkness, and screami-
ed like a terrified child for his nurse aml
the light. He insisted on his nursé- read-
ing aloud ; but it was not so much in or-
der to take sovlace from what she read as
to be satisfied by the sound of her voice,
that she was at hand. About ten years af-
ter Paine’s death Corbett made. a pilgrim-

dering bones, and removed them to Great
Britain.
of indeeent and ineffectual mockery. The
bones of the scoffer were looked on by

thing abent them, with no more regard
than the anatomical siadent bestowed an
the unknown carcase before him. And
thus ended the story of one who was en-
dowed with abilities sthat might have made
an impression on the world; and have lelt
a meémarable trace behind him——an acior in
scenés of commanding inleresi—-a patrior
ina certain thougha narrow .sense~=hut
with all, infirm inthe only high purpus=
which coneeeraiet) man's eareer on eanih,
and poor in the asphiion which alove dig-

ot appeared towards them as theagh they
T weht into my study, end sook such »

nifed humaniiy—the sspiration for a re-
d which the * world neither gives nar
-away,’a-the mingling-of the higheit

Soon afier he published the second |
part of his Age of Reason, the blasphemies |

such of the British people as knew any-|
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human qualities—ihe love of viriue and.of
troth, with a. meek #nd; humable sense of
the power with which. Geod ht -eundowed
us, and the love of freedom, with a.decont
reverence for authoriiy and example; which
conslilute the perfection ol human charses
ter—that of the conservalive and Clhristian
l;hl.licl. : i i D wisg
- From the Frederick Bsaminer
SPOON FASHION,
BY FREDRRIGE MAR¥LAND.

¢ Talking of peculiar sitnations, geniles
men,’ said Mr. 'Fatem, * |1 was once in ra-
ther a singular fix myself.’

‘How so—how was.that?’ said we,

I will ell you. Sagers and wyself
had gone (0o Cape May, that favorite resort
of fashion aud folly, during one of the-hot-
lest seasons ever ‘got up’ on this coatia
neat. It was intensely hot! L perspire
isensibly when I think of it!  Have you
ever been at Cape Island, gentlemen ¥’

A general negative shake of the Lead {ul-
lowed the question. _

'Then permit me as a friend and well
wisher, to warn you against the place, A
more uninviting resort is vot to be found.
[ have good authority for stating that it is
the only vnfinished portion of creation.——
They have a legend down there which
runs thus: ¢ The hands were at wotk on
this spot at the tail of the sixth day, hut
night overtaking them, they were compel-
led 10 suspend operations, and thus the is<
land was lefi incomplete " To thosé who
are familiar with the locality, this is cer-
tainly a plausibie story. 1 have more than
once heard it called the ‘fumping off plate.”
Sunshineand sand knee-deepare the irong-
estinducements to pay a second visit.—s
To be sure, they say something about thé
advantages of sea-bathing—but look at thé
risk. If you venture beyond your nese;
the under-fow carries you out, and denth
by drowning is inevitable. After whicli
follow ¢ grappling irons,” and theén the ns
dignity of 2 *coroner’s inquest!” ‘Theé
spot is distinguished by a hall dogen stun¢
ted trees, two or three apologies for Hotéls;
and three or four cabins painted red.’

¢ Bat the story, Mr. Tatem——the gtory.?

*All in good time, gentlemen. I said
Sapers and myee!lf were foolish enotgh to
go down. Some twe or three .thousand
people were there when we arrived, and
every nook and eorner was * jani-fill."==
After repeated solicitation, we finally sues
ceeded in gening a small room with the
privilege of sleeping two in 2 bed. The
thermometer 4t 90 and (wo in'a bed!==
The thought is a warm bavh of uself V'

* Don’t descend to pariiculars, but give
us the story.' -

* Certainly. In the room adjoiningours,
slept two beautiful girls——sisters——who,
for reasons best known to myself, shall be
nameless. One night, about a week afier
our arrival, { hezd gone eatly to bed, vet
wishing to participate in any of tlie abom-
inable ¢ hops’ that were given at our lios
tel.’

¢ Poch—pooh ! it's a ghost story,’ said
Nathan. Y

* No—gentlemen.'

“Then vou were ducked with cold wa«
ter,” remarked Mr. Blanchard,

* Wrong again! Although a cold bath
would have been accepiable at the moment.
I had been asleep for some time when 1
was awakened by the most muscical voice
imaginable, which said : _ _

« Bet, suppose we lay spoon fashion ?’

¢ Lay liow ? enguired 1. . :

« Gracious heavens ! wheream 1?' ejac-
ulated my unknown kedfellow, jumping
three feet from the bed; and she {for it
was a woman) would have jumped further,
but want of room.permited no siriking
display of agility. Here was a siluation
for a modest man! Before I could say
« angels and ministers of grace defend us,’
she had gathered up her ¢ dry goods’ and
made good her retreat Trom the room. 1
am not a coward, gentlemen—yst, I ath
free to confess that tny nerves were slight-
ly agitated. Who tan she be? Wit
can she have wanted here?! Were ques-
tions that 1 could not answer. Had 1 been
a believer in ghosts, I should probably have
gone down to the grave with the convic-
tion indelibly impressed upon my mind
that 1 had actually been in bed with one of
the lonhg-faced gentry ?’ b

« Well, what ook plice then? Who

| was she ?’
It was, said Mr. Reed, a piece’

+ Be patient, you ehall know everything.
The two young ladies before mentioned
sat opposite 1o me af the-wble: §-bad a
very faint suspicion that ofié of them was
a party to the traneaction, and’in order to
remove all doubty, the next worning at
breakfast, T enquired: .

« Miss B. shall T'help vou to u linleof
this ombet? : ' .

vIf you please, gir.* yins

‘ WT!TI' yon have it spoon fashien #* suid
I careleasly.. ' :

The deep blesh that mantbed herhard.
some face toll more plamly than wofls
thal he" w48 ‘my ghestof the precediny
riett.’ Waving gone np withdulta dagus,
she had imistaken my’ room for herown,
and, But for the « spoon fashion’ -
ment, Wagare woald have pmpf?i3-_dmt.




